Heinrick Heine
Oh, a very great fool, in faith! Instead of hawks'-
bells, mighty church-bells weighing tons hang upon his
cap, and he bears in his hand a colossal iron rattle. His
heart is" full of pain, but he will not think upon his griefs,
for which reason he plays all the more merry pranks, and
laughs to keep from weeping. When his sufferings come
too bitterly to mind, then he shakes his head as if mad,
and deafens himself with the pious Christian chiming
of his cap. But if a good friend comes to him who
would speak sympathetically of his pains, or even
give him some domestic remedy against them, he goes
raving mad and strikes at him with his iron rattle* He
is particularly enraged at anyone who means well by him.
He is the bitterest foe to his friends and the best friend
to his enemies. And yet I bear the poor fool no grudge;
I love him and weep for him at a safe distance. You,
whom the fool regards as his gracious masters, you need
not fear him, as long as he remains sensible in his own way.
Oh, the great fool will always remain faithful and
spbinissive; he will always amuse your knightlings with his
giant tricks; he will every day repeat his old feats of
dexterity, and balance countless burdens on his nose, and
let many hundreds of thousands of soldiers trample over
his belly. But do you not fear lest the load become all
at once too heavy, and that he will shake off your
soldiers, and, infest by the-way, squeeze your head
so with his little finger that your brains will spurt out up
to the stars?
But have no fear; I do but jest,   THe great fool